They're cute, but. He's thankful that Noctis can be that happy again, but. "I'm worried" he says, squeezing the bridge of his nose with a hand, while closing his eyes.
Ignis is a few steps behind him. He's been called by the King himself and he's patiently waiting for him to confess his doubts. He's the one perfect contact between Regis and Noctis, the only one that can explain what's in Noctis mind without betraying his trust. Since his son is not that honest with him, Regis can only exploit Ignis as a bridge between him and that hotheaded that's hiding, at least he thinks, how much warm his heart is in the garden.
Ignis is young, but well educated.
"For what, Your Majesty?" Regis sighs, he looks at his son once again, then just turns toward Ignis.
"Noctis knows he's going to marry Luna Freya. Right?" he stops, then puts a hand on his own mouth, "I mean, do you ever talk about this?" "We do, Your Majesty." "And he is… happy?" "Noctis is fully aware of his task as a prince and he wants to serve his reign as well as he wants the peace between Lucis and the Empire."
Ignis: so loyal to his prince and his future king that he has mastered how to tell a lot without saying anything at all. He wouldn't blab Noctis' secrets under torture neither, much less to his father.
He just nods, then looks down in the garden at his son again. "What does he think about Luna Freya?" "He's fond on her, Your Majesty."
Regis slightly smiles once more, but with a sorry face this time. "I'm afraid somebody will be hurt by this, Ignis. And if it's not Luna or Prompto, it might be Noctis himself. And I don't know if I want to let this happen."
Ignis just stands, silent, his hands both behind his back. He's clever, Regis knows it, and he knows that he's understood what he's going to say, already. "Maybe we should…" "Keep Prompto away from Noctis and wait for the moment he will just run away from Insomnia like a young hurt princess in a fable" Ignis continues, blankly.
Regis closes his eyes, scratching his beard as he nods. "I'm sincerely sorry, Your Majesty. Forgive me and my ton-" "No, you're right, Ignis. That's why you're my son advisor, and why I trust you this much. You know, sometimes it's difficult to reason like a… normal father of a normal kid. Hurting Noctis is definitely what will push him away from me without remedy. I'd like him to be happy, now and forever, as a King, and as a parent." "I'm sure he will, Your Majesty. Me, and Gladio, and Prompto, as well as Luna Freya, will take care of Noctis. He's silent, but really clever. He knows what he needs, and what his reign needs, and he's ready for that."
Regis deeply sighs, a little bit relieved. He put a hand on the glass of the windows, fondly turning his gaze at the odd absurd couple in the garden, now voraciously kissing on the bench. He just… stands. That's… that's not cute, that's not two kids shily kissing each other in the sunset light hidden from the rest of the world, hands on the faces and tongue at their places.
That's… lustful looking for each other's tonsils.
He looks away, blushing. "Mh, ehm… I-" he stops, pondering his own words. Ignis will understand. He's young, but he's not that young. "I-I think we should be sure they… they know. They know their… their… reactions?" Ignis still stares blankly, and Regis is actually really really really thankful for his poker face. He doesn't know how to say it, but he thinks his son and his friend?, best friend?, boyfriend?, need some… "Sexual education?" "Are you serious?" It happens on Sunday afternoon, in Noctis bedroom, after a long boring documentary on the mating of the otters that he was watching for a coincidence.
Ignis have knocked at his door with a bag on his shoulder, his face fully serious and his eyes static behind the glasses.
Neither in his worst nightmare, Noctis could have imagined that Ignis had a banana and a package of condoms in that bag. "Please, tell me it's a joke. Please, please" he whines, as Ignis unpacks another condom. "I'm afraid it isn't." Noctis gives him a nervous laughter, his eyes wide open on the banana with the lucid transparent membrane on it. This can't be. Please, Ancestors, no.
"You can't do this" he says, trying to stop his voice from shaking. "I'm the Prince, and I'm ordering you to stop." "That's not how it works if the King asks me to do it." Noctis gasps, grabbing Ignis wrist as he tries to just hand him the new condom.
"Are you serious?!" he screams again, his face totally red.
Ignis just sighs, rolling his eyes at the ceiling. "You should be thankful to me" he says, while Noctis jumps out from the bed and pulls his hair. He does the same with vegetables, but Ignis wouldn't have expected that even condoms had that effect on him. Maybe, he can start to blackmail him with condoms in order to make him eat his carrots.
"Why the hell should I?!" "Because your father wanted me to tell him if you're still a virgin, and I didn't." Noctis grits his teeth, blushing even heavily. "Oh my, what the hell is going on with you guys?" "Even if it's evident." "Are you -just stop!" "It's just a condom. Since your father doesn't want you to be unprepared when you and your 'best friend' as he calls Prompto, will have sex, it's important that you know how does it work." "I know!" "I don't think so." Noctis sighs, sitting again on the bed, but at a considerable distance from Ignis and his things . He tries to hand him a condom again, but Noctis rises a hand, stopping him, and staring at the floor says "I've already seen you do it, can we skip this?" "Are you sure? You have to press out the air from the tip of it before putting it on, or it will make an air bubble, and check if it fits proper-" "Stop. I know, okay? Go on." "Okay then." Ignis removes the condom from the banana and "remember to not make a mess when you remove it" he says in the meanwhile, and Noctis grunts, scratching his left cheek, begging him, this time, to be less specific and more didascalic, like a stupid school book. Ignis ignores him, wraps up the condom in a tissue and puts it back in the bag, just to pull out from it a pink long and thin bottle.
"Lube is important for anal intercourse." Noctis squeaks, squinting his eyes, but his embarrassment is nothing compared to the total shame he feels when his advisor pulls out from his bag a thing that's like a hot water bottle, but with a thin plastic tube and a beak at the end.
"Intimate hygiene of the rectum is important as well."
Ancestors, please , no.
